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PREFACE. 



The following Ehymes have been written at odd 
moments in the midst of daily toil by one whose school 
days were few, and whose means of improvement have 
continued very limited. Most pf the pieoes haye already 
appeared in local newspapers, but they are now pre- 
sented to the public in a collected fprm at the request 
of friends. The Author is fiilly conscious of their many 
imperfections, yet it is his earnest hope that the time 
spent in their perusal will not be felt by the Reader to 
be entirely thrown 3,way, 
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'CTOBEE minds us baith fu* weel, 
0' haen ance a tattie drill, 
Ahint the beeches in the fiel', 
Sae famed for guid potattis, 

A hunder yards they were, I mind. 

An' pins were in the grun' tae bind 

The folk, that rashly were inclined, 

Frae takin' Askine's tattis. 

I couldna get tae howk masel', 
But Tam was willin' aye an' fell, 
An* offered wi' the wife himseV 
Tae lift our pickle tattis. 

Wi' grape an' creel they gaed away. 
When it was far on i' the day. 
An' liftit a' our ain an' mae — 
The gither o' the tattis. 
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They, hadna seen the pin I'm sure, 
For echt-an'-twenty yards an' mair, 
Forbye our airi, they howkit there, 
0' Askine's ain potattis. 

That very nicht, it is nae lee, 
We were as bricht as we cou'd be — 
^ Sae mony bagfu' there tae see 
Out o' our drill o' tattis. 

But what a stun it was when I, 
The steward i' the toon did spy, 
An' in ma ears tae hear him cry, 
Ye've taen ower moni tattis. 

Ye've echt-an-twenty yards at hame. 
Ye hae nae business for tae claim ; 
I doubt ye'U need tae pey the same 
Tae him that awes the tattis. 

This pat ma wife intae a stew ; 
She gied me siller and I flew 
Away tae pey what I was due 
For a' the extra tattis. 

Tae Mr Askine very soon 
I laid the matter plainly doon — 
He naither ca'd me thief nor loon 
For takin' his potattis. 
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Says he, I ken ye'r wife, lAa chiel, 
Has howkit rather lang a drill, 
But, never mind, ye ken faweel 
rU free ye o' the tattis. 

Gae hame and tell ye'r wife frae me. 
That you an' her maun baith agree, 
When ye gang back for no to be 
Sae rash .wi' ma potattia. 

I thankit him, an* ofif 1 went 
Out o' the office richt content, 
Tae tell ma wife the whole anent 
Our muckle drill o* tattis. 

An', tho' it is some years sin* that, 
We offcen hae a wee bit chat 
About the bargain that we gat 
That year o' Askine's tattis. 
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HE warlock tribe ance met, they say, 
On Hallowe'en, a ball tae hae, 
An deevilment an' a' tae dae, 

Doon on the Caddie's Green. 

Jist as it chappit twal' o'clock. 
On ilka side a murmur broke 
Amang the witches that did flock 
Doon tae the Cuddie's Green. 

They fiddled, pipit, an' they sang; 
They danced an' skirled loud an' lang; 
An' lots o' jdll in barrels brang 
Tae drink upon the green. 

The jars o' whisky werenae few, 
For some preferred the mountain dew, 
An' drank tae a' they saw was blue, 
When they were on the green. 

An' then they feucht away, and stuid 
Tae a' their faces ran wi' bluid; 
For they were fu' an' unco rude 
That nicht upon the green. 
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Ane stuid upon the nuckle stane 
Palaverin', tae he was ta'en 
An' dookit in the dam his lane, 
Below the Cuddie's Green. 

Some o' them were on mischief bent, 
An' wandert through the toon intent 
On bringin' plunder tae their tent 
Doon on the Cuddie's Green. 

Weel laden sune they did come back, 
An' round the fire a' the pack 
A bumper now an' then wad tak', 
Doon on the Cuddie's Green. 

An' when they heard the Abbey bell 
At three o'clock begin tae knell. 
They donn'd their dudds, an' bade farewell 
Tae Melrose Cuddie's Green. 

An' even yet some dae minteen 
That on the nicht o' Hallowe'en 
The warlock tribe are tae be seen 
Dancin' on the Cuddie's Green. 
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'M on the road for hame, my boys, 
My heart is loupin' fain ; 
Tae think the scenes o* youthful joys, 
I'm gaun to see again. 

I'll rin again on Eildon Hills, 
Where bonny heather grows ; 

An' a' the little wimplin' rills 
Come rinnin' doon the knowes." 

An' there I'll see when hame the nicht, 
Tweed runnin' braw and clear ; 

Sae fu' o' trouts like silver bricht, 
The fisher's heart tae cheer. 

We've Abbotsford to show, my boys. 
Where Watty's works were penn'd ; 

An' there his relics an' his toys, 
A great attraction lend. 

An' Dryburgh, too, whar he was laid, 
When he had breathed his last \ 

Where mony a visit has been paid, 
An' honour on him cast. 



THE EILDONS, 



0, gin ye'll come wi' me, my boys, 
Sic grandeur ye shall see ; 

The sight o' nature there decoys, 
Folk whereso'er they be. 

ni take ye ower the Bogle Burn, 
An' doon by Nancie*s door ; 

The NewtQwn Glen, sae sairly worn, 
Gie us time, we wull explore. 

Across tae Dryburgh then we'll gang, 
An' see the Wallace Wight, 

That foch't the English loons sae lang. 
An' kept our country richt. 

Doon in its Abbey neist we'll get 

A sicht o' a' the stanes, 
That tell us where they used to pit 

The honoured folks' remains. 

At the Poet's Comer o' Bemersyde 

We wull sae proudly stand, 
An' see the valley up Tweedside, 
' A noble sicht an' grand. 

Syne ower the Leader Water gang, 
An' up the lang Boat Brae ; 

Whar nineteen arches gae ae' spang 
Got ower the Tweed sae hie. 
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Twa miles fra there our little toon 

O* Melrose will be seen ; 
Its ancient cross, and baimie's roun* 

A' playing ba' sae keen. 

Oor pride St. Mary's ruins grand ! 

Its fret- work sweetly curl'd ; 
Which thousands baith by sea an' land 

Tae see hae crossed the world. 

Tis there the Brace's heart was laid, 

An' heroes in their turn ; 
Wha in defence o' Scotland did 

Invaders meet an' spurn. 

An' then we've Darnick Toor beside, 

An' Rhymer's Glen ana'; 
An' lots o' places where I bide, 

That stories hae tae a'. 

It's reckoned aye a place o' note 

For maist o' poets sing 
Aboot the bonnie land o' Scott, 

That nae place else can ding. 

I'll tell ye what it is. my boys. 
It brings the drappin' tear 

When I hae mind o' early joys 
An scenes which I lo'e dear. 
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%\vt |:abg of the Bg fall 

^NTENT with philanthropic will, 
Upon her way the poor to fill. 
May still be seen at duty's call, 
The Lady of the Ivy Hall. 

Where poverty is known to be, 
Unostentatious there we see. 
Relieving them from its dread thrall. 
The Lady of the Ivy Hall. 

When winter winds are blowing cold, 
You in the cottage may behold-, 
Dispensing comforts unto all. 
The Lady of the Ivy Hall. 

An invalid doth grateful look. 
While she is reading from the book 
How Jesus Christ lay in the stall, 
The Lady of the Ivy Hall. 

The aged widow is relieved ; 
The oi-phan, too, has help received ; 
And gratefully in mind recall 
The Lady of the Ivy Hall. 
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True emblem of an honoured race. 
Through noble deeds she has a place ! 
Within the hearts of great and small, 
The Lady of the Ivy HalL 

And He whose word is ever sure, 
Concerning those who help the poor, 
Will comfort till life's curtain fall, 
The Lady of the Ivy Hall 

And then He will convey away 
Unto her home of endless day, 
Beyond this great terrestrial ball, 
The Lady of the Ivy Hall. 
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ANY hearts are fondly beating, 
And delightfully repeating; 
Now that weather is propitious, 
Holidays would be delicious. 

Some are distant from relations 
In their city situations, 
Working daily most laborious. 
Unto them a change is glorious. 

Home, and all that it possesses; 
Parents, and their sweet caresses; 
Brothers, sisters, every member 
Of the household they remember. 

All their old associations. 
And their childish observations. 
Come upon the memory teeming, 
Something like as they were dreaming. 

They recall the time when making 
Ready for the farewell taking ; 
How the mother on her bended 
Knees, their case to God commended. 
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Other thoughts come in rotation, 
Of their city installation, 
Of the many scenes which glitter, 
And so quick away doth flutter ; 

Of the friendship often hollow. 
Of the crowded dens of sorrow; 
Habitations full of squalor, 
Human faces* death-like pallor; 

Of the ceaseless noise and hurry, 
Of the planning and the worry, 
Of the many ways of falling 
Into vices most appalling. 

Oh I they need some recreation 
From the reach of such temptation; 
From anxiety and trying. 
And the work which they are plying. 

See, they homeward are returning 
Once again, with feelings burning. 
To the scenes of early rambles. 
Where they were so full of gambols; 

To the home whose fairy fancies 
Youthful happiness enhances; 
To the rural cottage humble, 
Seemingly begun to cruinblo; 
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To the family circle broken, 
To be told the last words spoken 
Of the mother who had given 
Up her soul in peace to Heaven. 

Oh ! the sympathies in motion, 
As the ferther with devotion 
Hope enjoins and resignation 
In his little congregation. 

Quickly passes the cessation 
From their city occupation ; 
From the cottage they do turn, 
From the loving group that mourn ; 

From the ever soul-inspiring 
Scenes which Nature gives, untiring. 
Back unto the city, stronger, 
For to work a little longer. 
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N looking back tae times gane past, 
The thocht comes late and air ; 
What happy days I've often spent 
At Melrose Lammas Fair. 

When just a laddie wearing coats, 

I grat whiles unco sair, 
Tae get some bawbees for tae spend 

On clagam at the Fair. 

An' every year as it came round, 
Though sometimes very puir, 

I likit aye tae gang an' see 
The sights at Lammas Fair. 



Tis past describing what ane saw- 
Twas reckoned very rare 

Tae walk aboot among the lambs 
The nicht afore the Fair. 

An' O tae think that country folk. 
For ten miles round an' mair, 

Did tryst their lasses lang before, 
Tae swagger at the Fair. 
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Frae Gala an' frae Selkirk tae, 

The lads an' lasses there, 
Wi' ae consent aye left their wark 

Tae come tae Lammas Fair. 

Wi' tents an' krames, an' shows an' games, 
A' cam' that time could spare ; 

An' lots wi' quirks an' tricks did fill 
Their pouches at the Fair. 

There's Glasgow Fair, an' Greenock Fair, 

An' games an' a' at Ayr ; 
But nane o' them could be compared 

Tae Melrose Lammas Fair. 

Freen's far an' near, baith blate an' queer. 

Met ance a year a' there, 
Tae crack o' things they likit weel 

When young an' at the Fair. 

An' when the day was wearing dune, 

An' lovers a' did pair, 
It was a jolly sight tae see 

Them coming frae the Fair. 

The grand processions late at e'en 

Wi' naething could compare. 
When round the Cross an' hame they gaed 

Weel laden frae the Fair. 



16 B AMBLES BOUND 

_^^_^ * -■■■ ■ — ■- _, ^^ 

But noo its waesome for tae thiiik 

The place is nearly bare, 
An' naething there worth o' the name 

0' Melrose Lammas Fair, 

The farmers maun get a' the wyte, 

They sell their lambs nae mair; 
The auctioneer an' them, in truth, 
Hae murdered Lammas Fair. 
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jarring ©rt gag. 

HAT jolly fun we used to hae 
cici!* Upon the shortest day ; 
We barred the maister oot the schule. 
And then we got our play. 

I mind he lookit aye sae gleg, 
Wi* specks doon on his nose, 

And watched us on that morning aye 
As if we were his foes. 

The maister s hoose was next the schule, 

And whiles ere it was licht. 
He sauntered oot tae mak' it sure 

That everything was richt. 

But a' the plannin' had been dune 

A week or sae before. 
And when he turned and sjme gaed in, 

'Twas then began the splore. 

While Dominie his breakfast took, 

The laddies wi' a wull 
A closet window lifted up 

That led into the schule. 

B 
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And in we gaed held foremost whiles. 
Some rumbUng on the fluir. 

While others keepit aye their wits. 
And made their fittin' shure. 

Ane filled the key-hole fu' o' chucks. 

Another took the tawse, 
And ane he broke the cane in twa, 

And ane the loose form draws. 

And everything that could be moved 

Agane the door was put, 
Sae keen the scholars were that day 

Tae bar the maister oot. 

And when the job was made complete, 
We didna stey lang there, 

But hurried oot tae tell the rest 
How it was dune sae rare. 

The lasses, tae, aye kenned the ploy. 
And stood at the schule door, 

Till ance the maister brocht the keys, 
And heard him gie a roar. 

" Whae has been working tricks on me ? 

He cried wi' a' his pith, 
And in the hurry broke the key ; 

Which made him ca' the smith. 



ti 
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He let the lasses a' gang hame. 

And made them a' aware 
That them that barred him oot that day 

Wad a' be pandit sair. 

And very sune the news was spread. 

That laddies a' aboot, 
Tae keep the ancient custom up. 

Had barred the maister oot. 
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Wat ^amdX la0Bt WM. 

H, the auld Council Hoose ! It makes me often 
wae 

Tae see't aye there where we a* used to play, 
When bairns at the schule, wi' the peerie and the ba', 
Doon the Bow at the end o' the Council Hoose Wa*. 

The lasses a' cam' there aye tae play at jingo ring, 
An' seldom they neglecit their skipping ropes tae bring ; 
They wad jump i' the lang rope, wi' laddies there an' a , 
On the brae at the end o' the Council Hoose Wa'. 

The little anes a' played on the steps fu' o' glee, 
Pretendin' tae hae shops wi' sugar an' wi' tea ; 
An' bottles fu' o' sweeties they liket best o' a', 
Tae sell among their neighbo'rs at the Coimcil Hoose 
Wa'. 

I mind o' the laddies, how they wrought aye sa« fell, 
Bringin' bonnet fu's o' stanes tae tingle first the bell ; 
Forgettin' that the maister had telt them no tae thraw 
Ony mair at the bell on the Council Hoose Wa'. 
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Comin' by Lizzie's door, Johnnie whiles could be seen 
Lookin' on in his coach wi' the laddies drawin' keen ; 
For he was the king, an' his word was aye law, 
'Mong the bj>ims at the end o' the Council Hoose Wa'. 

O, weel dae I like for tae think o' the days 

We enjoyed a' thegither in mony happy ways ; 

But noo they're awa', an' we never see ava' 

The faces that were ance at the Council Hoose Wa'. 

Some o' them are tane awa' frae life an' its care, 
An' ithers scattered up an' doon, I canna tell ye where, 
But I think they will mind i* the cottage or the ha', 
O' the happy days they spent at the Council Hoose Wa*. 
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OFTEN think when I'm alane 
On freen's wha £ar abroad hae gane, 
As if I heard them sayin* " Fain 
Would I be in auld Bowden." 

"O happy time," I hear them say, 
"When we were baimies a' at play, 
Doon by the burnie, on the brae — 
Near tae the mill at Bowden. 

"We likit aye the auld kirkyard, 
An' often thro' the stenchels stared 
Where Habbie Ker lang syne was laid, 
Below the kirk o' Bowden. 

"Ahint the schule we used tae race, 
An' rin like horses in the trace 
As fast as ever we could pace 

The common ground o' Bowden. 

"When Williamson cam' wi' his hounds 
We often gaed beyond the bounds. 
An' followed him in a* his rounds, 
Far frae the schule at Bowden. 
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"About the Cross next day we'd hang, 
An' wadna near the maister gang, 
For fear he made us smg a sang 
We didna like in Bowden. 

"We mind o' a' the big folk yet, 
. How they wi' Kirsty used tae sit 
An' crack away, while they wad get 
A snufif wi' her in Bowden. 

"It brings the tear intae our e'e, 
Now when we are across the sea, 
Tae speak o' hame when we were wee 
Amang oor freen's at Bowden. 

"We hear o' changes now an' then — 
The baimies that we used tae ken 
Are up tae women an' tae men, 

An' some are gane frae Bowden. 

"An' mony ane sin' we cam' here, 
That strong an' healthy did appear. 
Have left for ever what was dear 
Tae them in bonnie Bowden. 

"May God us frae a' ills defend, 
An' in His Providence us send 
In safety back our days tae end 

Near the kirkyard o' Bowden." 



94 RAMBLES ROUND 




S I was sittin' late last nicht, 
Wi' just a glimmer o' a licht, 
My mind gaed back to ither days, 
When Scotia s sons had harder ways. 

When Popish rule opprest our land 
And tyrants had supreme command ; 
When gospel truth through Scotland broke. 
And was maintained 'mid fire and smoke. 

How rich and puir in mind agreed 
Frae Romish rule a' tae be freed, 
And what a change did then take place 
Thro' God's all wise and sovereign grace. 

The first Reformer crossed my mind — 
John Knox, that never feared mankind. 
But made the folk stand wondering 
When truth afore them he did bring. 

I surely then began to nap. 

For lo ! I thocht I fend a tap 

Just on my heid ; it seemed nae hoax, 

For lookin round there stood John Knox. 
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He said three hunner years were by 
Sin' he wa« made a king on high, 
Where millions praises sing to Him 
That lived and died them to redeem. 

But o' the saints abune 'twais true 
That a' that happened here they knew. 
And that he had been watchin' keen 
Tae see what Scotsmen now dae mean. 

And in his auld outspoken way, 
He said we sma' respeck dae pay 
Tae God and his most holy laws 
And Scotland's Covenantin' cause. 

Had we but lived when a' was dark, 
An' freedom lichtit na a spark, 
We'd value mair the richts we hae 
And guard them lest they slip away. 

Our ministers he didna free, 
And said that a' the folk micht see. 
While ane 'gainst ither raised a din, 
The tide o' sin cam' rinnin' in. 

The enemy that lang did reign 
Was comin' in wi' speed again. 
And even God's most holy day 
Was broken mony a wicked way. 
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I thocht he stoppit for a wee 
Tae see if I did there agree ; 
But just as he let off the steam 
I wakened, and it was a dream. 
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Ixmsttxitt anb ®uilt. 

IS said an artist of great fame, 
Whom I'm not able now to name, 
A picture drew one summer eve 
Which did a good impression leave. 

'Twas of a home that was endeared, 
Where sat a mother much revered; 
Her boy named Rupert, only three, 
Beside her prayed on bended knee. 

The work of art was done with skill, 
And by the artist hung to fill 
A vacant place within his hall. 
Where it was seen by great and small. 

So exquisite and rare it seemed, 
That all who looked upon it deemed 
Young Rupert's picture fit from thence 
To have the name of Innocence. 

The years in quick succession went; 
For long the artist's mind was bent 
On sketching something to contrast 
With that of Rupert in the past. 



X8 RAMBLES ROUND 



At length, while on a distant tour, 
He found an entrance, for an hour. 
Within a prison cell, where lay 
Until his execution day 

A wretch o erburdened with remorse, 
Resulting from a vicious course; 
Who, rashly, in a moment's strife. 
Deprived a fellow man of life. 

From man no pardon he would crave. 
From God all offers he did waive; 
At such a scene the artist shook. 
And left the place with saddened look. 

Again the brush was in his hand. 
Before him soon the view did stand 
Of one in deep distress and guilt. 
Whose hand a neighbour's blood had spilt. 

When in the artist's hall I ween. 
Along with " Innocence," was seen 
The picture " Guilt'' — the people said 
A better never was portrayed. 

But what a gloom on all arose 
When something did the fact disclose, 
That he on whom they guilt did sec 
The Rupert was on bended knee. 



» 
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PLEASED was, an' richt content, 
Tae read ye'r explanation * 
O' Elliot's speech in Parliament, 
'Bout County Legislation. 

Our Border burgb chief has lang 

Been fechtin like a lion 
For power, that county folk ftiay gang 

An' vote wi' colours flyin'. 

We think our county member brave. 

For gien guid' assistance, 
Against opponents that dae rave 

Bank nonsense wi' persistence, 

I think theyll suiie, like Mr Lowe, 

Gie up prognostications; 
An' no' again let out their pow 

Their silly declarations, 

We county workin' folk hae been 
Ca d everything at pleasure, 

Baith ignorant and far ower green 
Tae use the votin' treasure.. 
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But a' sic talk is fam' fast: 
The country's mair united, 

In seein* that we hae in past 
Thro' Tory rule been slighted. 

Our Premier has proved that he 
Is ane that may be trusted ; 

An' he has hinted that hell see 
Our votin' richts adjusted. 

The Border members weel deserve 
Of votes a gude amount aye, 

For askin' doon without a swerve 
The Franchise for the county. 



) 
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N daily life we often see 

Scenes that should make us mourn ; 
Ingratitude has ruin brought, 
And left the home forlorn. 

Some toil away in anxious care, 

Home comforts to supply ; 
In self-denying lives they work 

To raise their children high. 

Yet often have they to confess. 

In words of deepest pain, 
That all their love has been repaid 

With thanklessness in vain. 

An aged couple wears out life 

In sorrow and seclusion ; 
The hopes from which they comfort drew. 

Now seem a sad delusion. 

Their small resources nearly gone,-— 
Their children high in station, 

Now leave their parents all alone, 
Neglected to vexation. 
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A faithful wife slaves on to keep 
Her children in existence ; 

Her husband sees her pining fast, 
And renders no assistance. 

No love for home, but to abuse 
And drink their means his aim ; 

His sole support — ^with recreant tongue 
He tries to stain her name. 

In sorrow we must all deplore 
Ungrateful hearts by nature ; 

Our common feelings do recoil 
From minds so low in stature. 

O, Thou the fountain of all love, 

In our weak hearts infuse 
More love for Thee, and for all those 

Whose kindness we abuse. 

Thy Nature ! O impart to us. 

And make us one with Thee, 
That we may love all here below, 

Whom Jesus died to free. 




k 
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pUIR hameless anes, your case is hard, 
Frae many comforts you're debarred, 
That others do enjoy; 
The counsel ye wad fain accept 
Is out o' reach, and tae reflect 

It does your mind annoy. 

The hame where ye gaed aye in pride, 
Wi' a' your wage a while tae bide. 

Is now made desolate : 
So you maun leave your place the day, 
An' tae the next yin haste away, 

Or on your kinsfolk wait. 

Where maybe you've fund, tae you're cost, 
That o' their love ye canna boast 

When it is needed maist : 
Mair sae if ye be puir an' a' : 
Their friendship is as cauld as snaw. 

An' has a bitter taste. 
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An' yet I think, though tossed ye be, 
Ye hae a Freen' that nane can see, 

Since ye were left alane. 
That in a most peculiar way 
Has proved Himser the orphans' stay 

In ages that are gane. 

For a' that folks are selfish here, 

He'll raise you freens in ways that ye're 

No fit tae comprehend. 
An' let ye see that nane o' a' 
His promises will ever fa'. 

If ye on Him depend. 

The Gkd that made the lily sweet, 
An' clothes it wi' a robe complete 

Sae sune tae disappear. 
Will never leave ye without aid. 
But fill the gap which He has made. 

An' be your Father here. 

So ye maun just in Him confide, 
An' faithfully He'll aye provide 

For you, as in the past ; 
Till ance life's battles here are by. 
An' then His presence will be nigh 

Tae take ye hame at last. 
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EE the baimies how they rin, 
Playin on the sand; 
Listen to their laugh and din, 

What a happy band. 
A' come frae the " reekie toun " 

On the tramway car; 
Naething will this afternoon 

Their enjoyments mar. 

There they play at serrin' shops, 

Tryin tae speak sma', 
^ Imitatin' aulder folks, 

Gien' things a blaw. 
A' at ance away they glide 

Frae their precious store. 
For tae get a penny ride 

Richt alang the shore. 

"Oh! if we were stien' here," 
I hae heard them say, 

"We wad ride about the pier 
Mais.tly every day." 
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Frolicsome the time is spent, 
Sime they a' are gane, 

Wi' the tramway car content, 
On the road for hame. 

Oh! but there are baimies aye 

That are seldom glad, 
In the "reekie toon" maun stie, 

Puir and thinly clad. 
They wad like tae play a wee 

While alang the sand ; 
Oh ! a ride tae them wad be 

Something that is grand. 
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H ! how I love the heather bell 
That grows in rocky glen and fell, 
Where Scotland's heroes long ago 
Encountered with the Southern foe ; 
Where Wallace and his trusty band 
Consulted how they might withstand 
The English hosts who came to slay, 
And take the Scottish rights away. 

On ridge and cliff, with hearts of steel, 
/, They fought, and made the foe to feel 

• That though they were in numbers few 

Like Scotsmen they were brave and true. 
They did their lives for freedom stake, 
The vile oppressor's ranks they brake ; 
They made usurping Edward see 
That they were still a people free. 

Oh ! yes, the waving heather bell 
In silence many tales doth tell 
Of patriots whose blood did flow 
For home and freedom long ago ; 
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Of those who fought on hills and plains 
To free the land from servile chains, 
And found on moor and moss their graves, 
Where now the purple heather waves. 

Ye who do wander o'er the fell 
Where bloom the heather and blue bell, 
Free from the din of war and strife. 
Which long in Scotland was so rife. 
Think how your freedom has been bought, 
Think of the deeds of valour wrought, 
By those whom Providence did send 
The rights of Scotland to defend. 



^ 
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OW sweet an' pleasing 'tis to see 
Upon a winter's nicht, 
A happy family round the fire, 
An' labour oot o' sicht. 

The faither in his comer sits, 

The mother wi' her seam, 
Discussing household matters ower 

Baith quietly and keen. 

The auldest laddie — ^near a man — 

Pits in a word at times ; 
An' Jeannie, blooming in her teens, 

Her voice like music chimes. 

The wee anes talk among themselves, 
An' play away sae crouse ; 

An' everything appears to say 
This is a cheerie house. 

Oh ! let the baimies joyfa' be. 
While they are in their youth ; - 

It sweetens life to see them glad, 
Care comes ave sune forsooth. 
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Their youthfu' years sae fu' o' fun, 

Wi' each lang happy nicht, 
Will pass away and disappear 

For ever out o' sicht. 

AuF Faither Time will steal their hearts 

Away frae joys sae dear, 
An' toil an' trouble they maun face 

While they are living here. 

An' very sune they'll gang away 
To leave their hame, an' then 

Oh, the aul' house will quiet be 
When a' the weans are gane. 
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Y mother ! time can ne'er dispel 
The warm bright thoughts of thee that dwell 
Within thy orphan boy ; 
For since thy image that was dear 
Departed to a brighter sphere, 
It's been my oft employ 

To look back on my eariy days, 
And wish thee back awile to gaze. 

As I have done before, 
Upon thy ardent, loving smile, 
Which did my infant years beguile, 

And soothed each fancied sore. 

Sometimes I dimly thee portray 
At home, in thy accustomed way, 

Until thy kindly form 
Before my mind is seen to be 
A heap of dust, whose soul is free 

For ever from life's storm. 



N 
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And all along my path in life, 
Amidst its pleasures and its strife, 

I often think I see 
•Thy ransomed spirit wing its flight 
Down from the realms of blissful light 

To cheer and comfort me. 

Oh, mother ! 'tis my strong desire 
Along with thee to live in higher 

Mansions than in the past : ^ 
Encircled with the light of heaven, 
No more asunder to be riven. 

While endless ages last. 
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WHERE are a' the baimies gane 
That gaed wi' me for flowers, 
Away doon by the bumie fain 
Amang the leafy bowers? 

An' ran aboot the broomy brae 
When a' oor heids were licht, 

In simmer time when a' was gay 
An' birds were warblin' bricht. 

Doon tae the dam we often gaed 
When schulin' hours were by, 

To splash away in merry mgod 
An' rin till we were dry. 

An' then sic fun amang the wuds. 

Upon the branches green; 
Some climbin' up near to the cluds, 

For cushies searchin' keen. 

I wonner where they are, an' how 
They've fared sin' they were wee 

An' playin', when each little pow 
Was fu' 0' fun an' glee. 
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Some anes nae doot have gane abroad, 
An hame at times are seen; 

But others sleep beneath the sod 
As if they ne'er had been. 

Our minds on youthfu' fancies dwell, 
An' often whiles they seem 

To creep upon us like a spell 
An' vanish like a dream. 
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OFTLY let the footstep fall 
Walking by the railin'd wall, 
Close beside the sacred ground, 
Where are sleepers most profound. 

There is laid the infant form 
From the world's toil and storm ; 
There the children calmly lie, 
All their play for ever by. 

From the keen pursuits of life — 
From its friendships and its strife- 
Men of every age have gone 
To the dust, their labours done. 

Many who in life did mourn, 
Unprotected and forlorn, 
Now relieved from all their woes. 
Lie at peace in sweet repose. 

See the structure there sublime. 
How it shows the mark of time ! 
All its sculptured grandeur rare 
Soon will fade away from there. 
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We who now the scene survey, 
Grieving for its fast decay, 
May unto the dust all fall 
Long^before the sacred wall. 




o\ 
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iADLY does the mind oft- dwell 
On the suflferings which befel 
Our Covenanting fathers, who 
To the Reforming cause were true. 

Religious freedom they upheld, 
And would never be compelled 
To own a monarch's right to don 
The titles due to God alone. 

They were chased from place to place. 
Over moorlf»nd and braeface; 
In the rugged glen and plain 
Mercilessly caught and slain. 

'Neath the winter's blinding sleet 
In distress they oft would meet. 
And unitedly would raise 
Unto God the song of praise. 

Quiet homes were in the night 
Broken up, all put to flight — 
Those the ruthless troopers found 
Brought unto the council bound. 
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There as traitors were accused, 
For their principles abused, 
Often sent to end their days 
In the fiery fagot's blaze. 

Many who contended well 

In the cause of freedom fell, 

Shot down by the cruel foe 

'Mid summer heath and winter snow. 




\ 
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'VE often wandered thro' the glen 
Ayont St. Boswells Kirk, 
An' watched the birdies flittin' ben 
Amang the brush an' birk. 

Aneath the braes, in quiet pace, 

The water glides alang, 
Enhanced in beauty by the grace 

O* trees that overhang. 

An' doon in a secluded spot 
The Weel Brae Well is seen, 

Where folk in simmer dae resort. 
An' drink at morn an' e'en. 

Twa bumies lichtly mak' their way 
Doon through the leafy dell, 

Thegither meet, sype ripplin' gae 
The silvery Tweed tae swell. 

On ilka side the rising ground 

A fairy view is had ; 
Enlivened wi' the birds around 

That make the woodland glad. 



D 
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Wild flowers there in abundance grow. 

An' scent the caller air, 
An' spreadin' through the glen below 

Do captivate ane fair. 

To see the baimie* as they play 
Aboot frae mom tae nicht, 

Among the gowans on the brae,— 
It is a pleasant sicht 

This seems to be a place designed 
By God the mind to lead 

Away frae care an' toil, an' find 
In Nature rest indeed. 



\ 
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ONOUR'D lady, friend of mine, 
In respect for thee and thine 
I would, in a rhyming way. 
Thy beneficence portray. 

From early youth thy favours kind 
Have been imprinted on my mind- 
Thy bounties that were then bestowed. 
And all the ways in which they flowed 

To comfort those whom I held dear. 
Whose memory I still revere, 
Combine to make me look on thee 
As having been in youth to me 

A benefactor kind and good 
Who often in my path hath stood, 
A living proof of one indeed 
Who really is a friend in need. 

Full well I know that many more 
Have been partakers of thy store. 
And can attest with ready mein 
That thy delight has ever been 
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Without exception to supply 
To those in need, and those who lie 
In suflfering, what would cheer their lot 
And lighten up their gloomy cot. 

Nor has this been thy sole desire; 
Thy philanthropic soul rose higher, 
As ceaselessly for many a year. 
In humble cottage far and near, 

Glad tidings thou hast often read 
Of Jesus Christ, Whose blood was shed 
To meet the wants of one and all 
In cottage or in lordly halL 

Unostentatious thou has been. 
But looking on was One unseen 
Who surely will, in Bis own way, 
Shine brightly on thy latter day. 
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"Stately stm the beech trees stand, 
Rows on Mekose Annay land, 
Spreading branches far and wide, 
Beautiful in famed Tweedside. 

Standing on the ancient pile 
BCgh above the Bruce's aisle, 
Many have enraptured been 
With the grandeur of the scene. 

In the frosty winter night. 
When the moon and stars are bright, 
Men and maidens oft one sees 
Walking by the old beech trees. 

When the summer days renew 
All the earth with verdant hue. 
Nature has the beeches made 
From the sun a lovely shade. 

Children may be often seen 
Playing there, and searching keen 
For the nuts in happy mood, 
Prizing them as rare and good. 
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Giant-like they long have borne 
Howling wmds and winter's storm ; 
Still undaunted do they stand 
Majestic, like a gallant band. 

Oh, my mind delights to dwell 

On the scenes I love so well. 

Near Tweed's stream when evening breeze. 

Sweeps along the old beech trees. 



> 
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^ ANCIES bright muminate 
\^ Childhood's fleeting years, 
Castles in the air dispel 

All their little fears. 

Happy in their sportive glee, 
Senses keen have they, 

Grandest all creation seems- 
In life's early day. 

Oh ! how soon it glides away, 
Transient all things here. 

Youth and all its pleasures gay 
Pass away though dear. 

Care and trouble life attend 

In this world below, 
Hope, an ever ready friend, 

Leads the pathway through. 

Ever trying, ever plying, 

Happiness to gain ; 
Earthly pleasures ever bripging 

Sorrow in their train. 
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Something always in the future 

We would fain secure, 
Nothing lasting, life's allurements. 

Ceasing to allure. 

Light and truth jfrom Heaven beaming 

In our hearts will show. 
Love and wisdom in the fading 

Pleasures here below. 

Life, with all its joys and sorrows. 
Blighted hopes and fears. 

Will be seen to work for good 
In this lower sphere. 

Love has made the world's charms 

Swiftly from us fly. 
That our minds may centred be 

On life beyond the sky. 
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%)xt Silbon Cairn. 

HA minds o' the grand auld cairn 
cillft Towerin' up near to the sky — 
Gaucy to the een an' glarin', 
On the middle Eildon high ? 

Lang had stood the muckle cairn, 
Heedless o' the wind an' rain, 

Pnzzlin' a' the folk tae laim 
Wha wad big it there its lane. 

Mony ane has speered wi' wonder 
What could be the meanin' o't, 

Thinkin' it a daft-like blunder 
Biggin' stanes on sic a spot. 

Oh, but when they spiel'd the Eildon, 
An' the wind made a' thing flap, 

Tae the cairn they ran for beildin'. 
Snug ahint it aye they crap. 

Blithely laddies, as they rambled, 
B;Ound the cairn have often ganc, 

Little kennin' 'twad be handled 
Roughly — sune frae them be taen. 
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Some had at oor ancient caim 
Been offended unco sair ; 

Doon they pu'd it, stark an' stem. 
Twenty years sin' syne an' mair. 

Oh, they micht hae spared our cairn, 
Likit aye by great an' sma' ; 

Maybe o' the " felse alarm " 
It was meant to mind us a' — 

Meant tae tell us that when Boney 
Threatened to invade our land. 

There the beacon bleezed, an' mony 
Ca d oot tae our Border Band. 

Border lads wad big the caim. 
That in future there might be 

A memento aye dedarin' 

How they loved their land so free. 





THE EILDONS. 69 




§t. f 0Btodlj5 Jair. 

>T. Boswells Fair is on the wane. 
The lambs nae mair are seen 
Where they in thousands aye were taen 
To sell upon the Green. 

The tents are nearly vanished tae, 

An' krames are very spare; 
For oh! they little hae to dae 

Now at St. Boswells Fair. 

Nae doubt the Gipsy tribe come aye 

In bands to sell their ware, 
An eident the]^ aie in their way 

When they are at the Fair. 

Horse coupers tae, an' a' their kind, 
Queer plans a' weel prepare 

To gull the public if they find 
A chance at Boswells Fair. 

The tricky loons that win their bread 

Wi' dodges, I declare, 
Still come wi' barrows aye in speed 

To countenance the Fair. 



60 B AMBLES BOUND 

But sin' the lambs hae left the Green, 
The lasses braw an' douce 

A' wi' their lads are seldom seen 
Gallantin' aye sae crouse. 

Auld freens that used to come wi' glee, 

An' thocht it a' sae rare. 
Seem now inclined to take the gie, 

For they come back nae mair. 

They gang away now in the trains 

To get a change o' air, 
As they should dae wi' a' their weans, 

Instead o' to the Fair. 

I think they a' hae taen the huflf. 
An' mean to come nae mair, 

Sin' a' the lambs were taen sae rough 
Away frae Boswells Fair. 
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HA disna think a wee, an' gaze, 
cio^ At times, on life's young dream ; 
Its fancifd' an' fearless ways, 
So mixed among its golden days, 
Fonn an enchantin' theme. 

It may rejfresh us tae look back 

On auld companions gane, 
An' ha'e a wee-bit social talk 
Aboot the maister that did crack 

The laddies wi' his cane. 

D'ye mind when we were in a fix, 

When Dominie gaed round 
The schule, an' gied us a' our licks 
For hidin' a* the pointin' sticks 

And foUowin' the hound. 

Sometimes he wad row up the tawse 

An' fling them at our heid ; 
For it was in the maister's laws 
That we should pit them in his paws. 

An' pandies get instead. 
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**Ye needna think," was what he said, 

"That I will let ye slip; 
For them that's in the noisy raid 
Will an example now be made;" 

An' sair he did us whip. 

But yet we mind o' happy times 
Within the auld schule house. 
An' often think we hear, the chimes 
O' a' the baimies singin' rhymes, 
Sae blythsome an' sae crouse. 
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y^TlNDY Willie is a loon 
cici^ For knockin' trees an' hooses doon ; 
Breakin' muckle ships, an' a', 
Intae shivers wi' ae blaw. 

He roars an' whissles a! his might, 
An' pits folk in an unco plight, 
Wr rumlin' chimney-cans an' slates 
Doon ofiF the hooses on their pates. 

When Jockie's on the road wi' hey, 
The scoundrel Willie's ready nigh, 
An' blaws away wi' sic a force 
Tae tummel Jockie's cairt an' horse. 

It's naething new tae see the trees, 
In a' their pride fa' doon like flees ; 
The briggs an' a' wi' Willie's braith 
Meet often wi' an instant daith. 

Sometimes oo' waken wi' a start. 
An' feel as if we had nae heart 
Tae doose again — the windy man 
Will keep us waken if he can. 
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O Willie, man, ye might take heed, 
An' think on a' the ills you breed; 
Ver cruel wark by sea an' land 
Oo'r hardly able now tae stand. 

We like ye when ye canny blaw, 
An' no a fau't oo'l find at a' 
If ye but stop that boumin' game, 
An' try tae be a wee mair tame. 



^ 
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T'S queer tae see the wires rin 
Thro' an' thro' the air, 
Makin' a' the news tae spin 
Onward, wi' sae little din, 
Maistly everywhere. 

Every day they carry news 

Wonderfu' tae hear, 
Tellin' a' aboot the views 
O' the Gentiles an' the Jews 

That on earth do steer. 

Brother Jonathan sends ower 

Frae across the main, 
By the telegraphic power 
Prophecies that make us glower, 

Aboot the wind an' rain. 

A' the consequential claith, 

Far an' near that be, 
Canna speak abune their braith 
But the news, as shure as daith, 

Ower our heid does flee. 
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We canna richtly estimate 

Benefits that fa' 
Unto subjects o' the state, 
Orra news it does relate 

O' rich aa' poor an' a'. 

On this airy theme let each 

Meditate a while, 
Lookin' how the wires stretch, 
Takin' note o' what they teach, 

Will the time beguile. 
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i/xA^H! weel I like when Saturday comes roun, 
An' a' the bustle o' the week near dune ; 
When John wi' wearied steps comes in at nooo, 
An' a' the bairns a welcome gi'e him Sune. 

His sair won siller, laid aside wi' care, 
Tae ance the wants o' Nature are supplied ; 
The table sune is clad wi' common fare, 
An' thankfully the Lord is magnified. 

Fm sure nae wife was ever blessed like me, 
Nae man among his bairns has kinder been ; 
For there he sits wi' Willie on his knee. 
And Nell an' a' upon him aye does lean. 

I canna tell ye a! that cheers our hame, 
Frae ane o'clock tae Saturday is ower ; 
We've lots o' pleasures I'm no fit tae name. 
Afore we gang away tae shop at four. 

We've often worries tae, like other folk, 

When layin' plans tae mak' things gang thegethrr ; 

But aye sin' him an' me at first did yoke. 

In a' thing we gae in tae ane aiiither. 
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IVe aye been carefu' sin' the very first 
Tae dae my best his wishes tae fulfil ; 
For John is just a man that I can trust, 
No tae be dabblin' aye amang the yill. 

We gang tae bed a wee bit after ten, 
An rise gey sune tae welcome in the day 
That's aye been sic a boon tae workin' men 
For helpin' them in mind an' body tae. 

How thankfu' should we be for Sabbath rest, 
In order that we a' may gang an' hear 
The story o' His love that's aye the best 
For us puir sinners that are livin' here. 

Wi' John an' me it's aye been understood 
Tae be a maxim which has proved true. 
That weel-spent Sabbaths aye betoken good. 
An' never gie folk ony cause tae rue. 
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HILE the frost is biting keen, 
cicft And the snow in clouds is seen, 
Drifting here and drifting there, 
Blinding travellers everywhere. 

Safely round the fire you sit, 
In the circlfe closely knit. 
Sumptuously, perhaps, you dine. 
Or on easy couch recline. 

Think and feel for those who roam. 
Facing winter's blasts from home. 
Exposed to all the winds of heaven. 
Poor and needy, tempeat-driven. 

Thmk on hardships winter brings— 
Scanty clothing, hunger's stings — 
To the poor. When work is slack. 
Many comforts they do lack. 

See the toiler thoughtful sit. 
Foiled in every plan to get 
What is needful, and forlorn 
Wishing that he ne'er was born. 
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See the cupboard nearly bare ; 
See the fire's dying flare ; 
Want you will be sure to trace 
In the look, of every face. 

Let your heart in pity heave ; 
For the poor a prayer breathe ; 
Thankfully from what youVe got 
Help to cheer their gloomy lot. 

None on earth will ever find 
What will better ease the mind ; 
Richer many seem to grow 
Who to others help bestow. 

From above the mandate comes — 
" Help the poor and suffering homes ; 
Promised comfort all surround 
Who in work like this is found. 



» 
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KNOW a place where many lie, 
Who are sick and racked with pain ; 
Day and night they often sigh 
For returning health again. 

There, within the fever ward, 
Or the surgeon's doleful room. 

They have little to retard 

Thoughts of loneliness and gloom. 

Some are there from foreign climes. 
Far away from friends of yore 

Who in happy loving chimes 
Kindly wishes once did pour. 

Some are there from active life 

In the ever thronging town. 
Who have been through troubles rife, 

Or by accidents laid down. 

Many, too, both young and old 
From our rural scenes are gone 

All their sufferings to unfold. 
Weary hours to spend alone. 
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Send the sweetest flowers away, 
Spread them out in beauty there, 

In the hospital, where they 

All their soothing powers may share. 

Cull the flowers and weary not. 
Send them where the patients lie. 

For to lighten up their lot, 
Ere they droop away and dia 
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HBEE centuries ago, and something more, 
When Scotia's sons were persecuted sore, 
The Pope in vile assumption ruled o'er all, 
Before him kings and princes low did falL 

But what is most revolting to conceive. 
He claimed prerogatives hard to believe ; 
As lord of conscience and infallible, 
He sins absolved for money at his will. 

His many agents everywhere, expert 
In vices common to the wicked heart, 
Their guilt by consecration cleared away, 
From obligations of God's law did stray. 

All free inquiry then was quickly quelled. 
The Bible truths from public search withheld : 
Who dared presume to question Papal claims 
Was marked as heretic, fit for the flames. 

In pomp and splendotir, tyranny and pride, 

The Pope's decrees were issued far and wide ; 

To keep the land in darkness priests did aim, 

They knew the light would bring their guilt to shame. 
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But God in sovereign mercy had decreed 
From slavish bonds our country should be freed ; 
In Germany He caused His light to break, 
Which made the power of Rome to reel and shake. 

A noble youth, who royal kin did claim, 
A Scotsman — Patrick Hamilton by name — 



^ 



Whom God had chosen here the truth to show, 
Set sail abroad, from Luther more to know. 

From all the great reformers he did hear 
How they in all their troubles felt God near ; 
How by the truth they guided were along, 
And how they were in weakness oft made strong. 

Convinced of all, and anxious to impart 

To Scotland news which gladdened his own heart. 

With patriotic zeal for home he turned 

To tell of comfort unto all who mourned. 

With arguments most clear and language plain, 
The young reformer did God's cause maintain ; 
The Romish fallacies with truth exposed. 
And anxiously God s sovereign grace disclosed. 

In vain attempts to have such tidings crushed. 
Plans were concocted, treacherous and unjust ; 
Primate and priest young Patrick soon allured 
Untcj St. Andrews, wheiv he was secured. 
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There they condemned his preaching of free grace, 
'Midst powder, wood, and coals they did him place ; 
And while he gazed in fearlessness to heaven, 
Insults from those around were freely given. 

There bound amidst the burning flames to stand. 
He cried in prayer for his native land. 
Before his soul departed from the fight 
To better regions in the bnd of light. 

The witness Hamilton for Christ did bear, 
A power exerted Rome could not impair ; 
His death made men inquire the truth to know. 
The Reformation brought with freedom's glow. 
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(S)ur Sabbath. 

LORD protect our Sabbath, 
Which Thou in love hast given, 
That man might rest from labour, 
And rise in mind to heaven. 

Increase our love for Sabbath, 

May its dawn us remind 
How Christ the Lord hath conquered 

Hell and the grave combined. 

Prepare our hearts for Sabbath, 

Thy truth us clearly show. 
May nought but heavenly wisdom 

Be our desire to know. 

All who our peaceful Sabbath 

Would sacrifice for gain. 
And barter all its blessings 

For toil and pleasures vain. 

Make them Thy law remember, 
Their hostile natures quell. 

May love for Thee incite them 
To guard Thy day with zeal. 
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May Scotland aye be grateful 
To Thee for favours shown, 

Thy truth abroad unfolding 
Where Sabbaths are unknown. 

May saving grace and blessing 
To aU mankind be given, 

And Sabbaths spent a training 
For rest at last in Heaven. 
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EAR the old familiar tone 
Coming to us when alone, 
Penetrating where we dwell — 
Tis the Meh'ose Abbey Bell. 

Hanging as it does between 
Sculptured grandeur rarely seen, 
Most bewitching is the spell 
Caused by the old Abbey Bell. 

Prince and peasant in ages past. 
Silently have breathed their last. 
Since at first was heard the knell 
Of the Melrose Abbey Bell. 

Thoughtfully we call to view 
Many who have bid adieu 
To the scenes they loved well 
Within sound of the Abbey Bell. 

Something in its chimes we hear, 
As they fall upon the ear. 
That doth make them far excel 
Every other Abbey Bell. 
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'M always happy when I hear 
The children gladly say 
We're going to get our holidays, 
How jolly we will play. 

For weeks before they often ask 
When will our teacher say — 

We'll shut the school and part a while, 
And bid you all good-day. 

And when the wished for time arrives, 

A happy sight to see 
Their laughing faces homeward turned, 

So joyous and so free. 

Their youthful fancies now unbound. 
No thought of tasks have they ; 

The " kittle " sums they leave behind 
Until another day. 

When children get their holidays, 

Let parents all agree 
To kindly let them sport their fill 

In innocence and glee. 
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Let no undue demands be made 
On such cessations given, 

All healthful pleasures they can get 
Their future will enliven. 
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'LL ne'er forget the prairie wud, 
For there, in days gane bye, 
I've played when the unfauldin' bud 
Showed summer time was nigh. 

The bumie ripplin' doon the glen— 
The dam that ca'd the mill — 

Had in ma een a grandeur then 
That time has failed to kill. 

An' then there was the Leddyship 
Where a' the baimies cam : 

It was sae nice to get a dip 
In that bit o' the dam. 

I mind fii' weel the beechen tree, 
Ance ca'd the Leddy's Sate, 

Where a' the lasses sat wi' glee. 
Like queens in royal state. 

The eldrin dames wad sit at e en, 

An' knit upon the brae ; 
An' tell hoo happy they had been 

When they were lasses tae. 



< 
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111 ne'er forget the prairie wud, 
Where young and auld, langsyne, 

Did aye, beneath the simmer clud, 
Their sympathies entwine. 
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jEAREST, true, and ever kind, 
Thou art with our darling gone 
Down to Spittal ; there thoult find 
Something new to look upon. 

Thou wilt on the ocean gaze, 
On its mighty waves and spray ; 

And in all her gleeful ways 
Lizzie on the sands will play. 

Walking there along the shore. 
Fishers with their nets thoult see 

Toiling while the billows roar, 
Catching fishes eidently. 

Human beings pressed with care. 
Sick and languid, move along, 

Breathing Spittal's bracing air, 
Hoping it will make them strong. 

Others, too, with spirits light. 

Flit about, in grand array. 
While the children, with delight, 

Gather shells and play away. 
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Oh, I think that as you walk 

With the loving friends you meet, 

You'll enjoy the sights and talk 
At your holiday retreat. 

And it is my heart's desire, 

That you both may stronger be, 

When from Spittal you retire 
Here to live at home with me. 
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%\it Sitb0n Sntampntettt. 

lYxiiUR volunteers were on the hill, 
An' had their tents fu' braw, 
A' riggit oot wi' muckle skill, 
That weel deserved a ca*. 

A cookin' depot they had there, 
An' cooks they hadna few. 

For makin' tea and coffee rare, 
An' likewise Irish stew. 

An' no tae be ahint the swads, 

A canteen an' a bar 
Was there for a' the rifle lads, 

As they hae at the war. 

Guid order tae was aye the rule 

In camp or out at drill. 
If ane had got incapable 

He wad been punished weel. 

At mess ilk Border rifle chiel 

Was fu' o' fun an' glee. 
An' likit a' the bother weel 

Wi' folk that cam' tae sec. 
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The lasses thocht it was a treat, 

An' cam' baith near an' far 
Tae see hoo sodgers live an' eat 

When they are at the war. 

But when the beddin' a' was tossed 

Out o' the tents tae air, 
It seemed as though some wad be lost, 

Or no be needit mair. 

At times we heard the bugle sound 

For ca'in them tae ranks, 
An' then our volunteers were found 

Aye ready on their shanks. 

The music was a perfect treat, 
When marchin' it wad gaur 

Folk think that they wad ne'er be beat 
If they were at the war. 
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%\it Cr000 at JKtlr00t- 

N Melrose, jist like other toons, 
The folk that's at a loss 
For information, aye resort 
An' hang about the Cross. 

Some say we're proud an' saucy folk, 

That's naething else but dross ; 
We're only proud o' oor wee toon, 

An' likewise o' oor Cross. 

I'm sure the stories it would tell. 

If it could only speak 
Wad make ye laugh till ye wad spleit, 

An' sometimes gar ye greet. 

The worthies a' about the town — 

I mind them ilka chiel — 
Aye gathered roimd the Cross at nicht 

An' blew their horns fii' weel. 

An' when the merry Masons marched 

Around the Cross in hand. 
The baimies in the centre licht 

Saw the procession grand. 
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Baith men an' women come wi* lades, 

An' little tiihe they lose 
Tae ance they get them oflf their back, 

An' doon upon the Cross. 

The auctioneers an' lecturers, 
And packmen by the gross, 

Have a' indebted been to us 
For lennin' them the Cross. 
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'APPY time when friendly greeting 
Joyous falls upon the ear, 
When so many are repeating 

To each other " Good New Year." 

Every one seems to be trying 
Happiness to spread around ; 

Glad to be, while time is flying, 
In Hope's blest dominions found. 

Life is precious, yet the pleasures 
That are strewn along its way, 

At the best are fading treasures, 
Lasting only for a day. 

Many have through them been stumbled- 
Found out to their bitter cost 

That to nothing they have crumbled, 
"And at last have all been lost. 

Oh ! but there is precious treasure, 
Far beyond what man can give. 

Lasting, too, and without measure. 
That for evermore doth live. 
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Lord, while our warm hearts are sending 
And receiving gifts of love, 

Give to us the never ending 
Blessing, quickly from above. 

Solid pleasures in profusion 

It will give us as we steer 
On in life, till its conclusion 

Opens up a brighter sphere. 
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HOU Supreme and Ruling One, 
In the name of Thy dear Son, 
Poor and erring though we be, 
Praises we would give to Thee. 

For Thy matchless, loving care 
That surrounds us everywhere ; 
For Thy works in Nature's ways. 
We would oflfer songs of praise. 

Winter's cold and icy hand 
Has been stayed at Thy command ; 
Spring in beauty seems again 
Over all the land to reign. 

Thou hast made the balmy breeze 
Blow among the forest trees. 
Bringing from their lone retreat 
Singing birds with music sweet. 

Most profusely over all 
Blessings Thou hast made to fall — 
Through the weather, full of cheer, 
Since the dawning of the year. 
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More and more do Thou impart 
Unto us a thankful heart ; 
Make the past suflSce that we 
Should have confidence in Thee. 

As a Friend who will control 
All the seasons as they roll ; 
Caring for us every day 
In His own and gracious way. 
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spring, 

PRING ! I would thy praises sing, 
Joy and gladness thou dost bring ; 
Thy returning doth unfold 
Scenes of beauty manifold. 

In thy presence we do see 
Bud and bloom on flower and tree ; 
Primroses and lilies sweet 
Spread in loveliness complete. 

All the little lambkins run 
Playfully beneath the sun ; 
Feathered minstrels on each bough 
Make their melodies to flow. 

Every Uttle wimpling rill 
Doth the air with music fill, 
As they ceaselessly do play 
Down from every hill and brae. 

Wonderfully thou dost wield 
Power in making Nature s field 
To appear in pleasant mien, 
Carpeted in richest green. 
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Oh ! what an enchanting spell 
Over youth thou mak'st to dwell ; 
When, undimmed with time, in thee 
Brightest grandeur they do see. 

Still the fascinating look 
Of thy views in Nature's book 
Sweetens life in every stage 
Of our earthly pilgrimage. 
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LOVE thee, May, and often long 
To wander far away 
Among the woods, where Nature s song 
Is heard, her sweetest lay. 

I love thee, and I fain would dwell. 
While thou art in thy pride, 

Afar in the sequestered dell. 
Or by the bumie side. 

Among thy flowers and leafy bowers, 

And fields of varied green, 
I would enjoy the fleeting hours. 

Which oft have cheerless been. 

Oh ! to be free to roam at ease 
Beside the sparkling stream. 

Inhaling thy pure balmy breeze, 
Enrapt in Nature's theme. 

Such are the longings which do flow 
From thousands who are bound. 

While May attractions doth bestow. 
Profusely, all around 
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Her luring call from hill and vale 

To all her beauties rare, 
Make city toilers oft bewail 

How few of those they share. 

They labour on from day to day 

In dingy close and lane, 
Precluded from thy grandeur, May, 

Which spreads o er hill and plain. 
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OSY and beautiful June thou art here, 

With thy alhirements which gladden the year. 
Flowers in their countless variety yield 

Fragrance and beauty in garden and field. 

Gaily do children throughout the long day 
Daisies and buttercups gather away ; 
Hawthorn white blossom and lilac they tie 
Up into bouquets their homes to supply. 

Mild and inspiring thou art. Lady June ; 
Birds in thy praises sing many a tune ; 
Bees in thy sunshine, the honey so sweet, 
Gather with ardour their store to complete. 

Lightly the butterfly flits o'er the lea. 
Sipping the choicest of what it can see 
Out of thy bounties so lavishly spread 
Over the earth, all its life to make glad. 

Oh ! it is pleasant at noon to repair 
Lito the woodlands from bustle and care, 
Down where the yellow broom is to be seen 
Under the shade of thy mantle of green. 

G 



98 MAMBLS18 ROUND 

I 

There from the briar sweet odour doth come. 
There all around is the song and the hum 
Of the gay throng who do ever convey 
Something to cheer in their own happy way. 

Welcome thou art, June, and ever wilt be. 
Oh ! it is sweet thus to think upon thee 
As having been sent by our Father above, 
Who sendeth His gifts in perfection and love. 
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'LL tell ye what I hae tae say 
About July in my ain way, 
Sin' she cam' here wi' us to dwell, 
Her braith has haen a soothin' smell. 

We've had the wather that we need 
Tae mak' the com grow up wi' speed ; 
The clover, hay, and grass ha'e been 
As guid a crap as ere was seen. 

But, O, it's gien us muckle pain 
Tae see't a' steepit wi' the rain, 
Tae think we canna get it wunn'd. 
An' taen away frae off the grund. 

The ither craps are movin' on, 
An' really grand tae look upon, 
The weeds an' a' are unco keen 
Tae let their bits o' heids be seen. 

An' then we needna grudge ava 
A tattie tae the hungry craw. 
For they are lookin' braw an' weel. 
An' meet in ilka bonny drill. 
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It's grand tae see the sheep an' kye, 
As they contentit-like dae lie 
Amang the grass that is sae sweet, 
When they are fu' and canna eat. 

July brings mony gladsome hours 
Tae a' the birds amang the bowers, 
They chirp about frae tree tae tree 
When they are learning for tae flee. 

July has aye tae me been dear; 
But, O ! I often feel sae queer 
Tae think that she maun leave as June, 
An' that the summer s nearly dime. 
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jr'E gladly hail the summer time 
cilli^ In all the beauty of its prime ; 
The fertile fields, and meadows green, 
And flowers in rich profusion seen. 

How sweet to hear the blackbird's song, 
And all the feathered warbling throng, 
Rejoicing in each wood and glen 
When simimer days come back again. 

'Tis blythe to roam among the hills 
And see the little wimpling rills ; 
Upon the heights to stand and gaze 
Around on Nature's bright displays. 

On holidays and leisure hours. 
Away among the lochs and towers. 
So woven in the Scottish mind. 
Through history and song combined. 

Hail, joyous time, when thousands flock 
Away from all the dust and smoke 
Of city life — a while to breathe 
Thy perfumed air 'mong fern and heath. 
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Forbid that any should be found 
In circumstances always bound 
To live in sad secluded way 
When all around is blithe and gay. 

Oh, come and see the varied hues 
Of all the bright and lovely views ; 
Let Summer wind upon thee blow, 
'Twill fireshen thee for work below. 

Thy path in life will lighter be ; 
An influence pure will quicken thee 
To view in mind Creation higher, 
And all that Gk)d has done admire. 
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|MISS SIMMEB, now when I hae time, 
J^^ I want to speak to you in rhyme, 
An' surely ye will pardon me 
If I should make myser ower free. 

Te're just a hraw and boimie queen, 
Ar' needna care where ye are seen; 
Bespeckit tae by aue an' a' 
For bein' guid as weel as braw. 

An' mair than that, when ye come here 
Each lifie thing gets in a steer ; 
An' come aye forrit in a bustle 
Whene'er they hear yer flounces rustle. 

The earth puts on her best attire, 
The trees and shrubs we a' admire ; 
The flowers, ready at the news. 
Come out in a' their bonnie hues. 

The feathered warblers hail wi' joy 
Yer comin* here, an' weel employ 
Their voices singin' gladsome lays 
For a' the bricht an' sunny days. 
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'H, thou who dost the earth renew, 
And give the leaves their changing 
Who sendest sun and gentle rain. 
To fill the fields with golden grain. 

We thank Thee for the wind and sun. 
And for the hay that has been wun. 
For harvest treasures that we see 
So plentiful, bestowed by Thee. 

Give still the ripening weather. Lord, 
And let the com be safely stored. 
That all Thy creatures, great and small. 
May live and bless Thee for them alL 

Thy goodness all our life has been 
Around our path most wondrous seen. 
Providing for us day by day. 
And guarding us in danger's way. 

Illume our minds with light from heaven, 
That we may prize Thy bounties given : 
Mistrust and discontent dispel, 
Make them no more with us to dwell. 
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We lay our wants before Thy throne, 
No merit have we of our own; 
But, oh, supply them all through Him 
Who lived and died us to redeem. 
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CANNA help expressin' noo 
My thochts in hamely rhymes. 
About the weather and the craps 
And sic propitious times. 

The fanner has nae cause at a' 

Tae grumble at the rain, 
Nor at the wind for laying doon 

His bonnie yellow grain. 

They fain wauld ha'e us tae believe 
Their crops are geyan thin, 

But naebody wi' ony sense 
Will ever take it in. 

I wonner if their craps were cut 

An' stackit richt on en' 
An' theekit a' for naething tae, 

If that would please them then. 

Midst likely they wad wish it thrashed. 
An' brawly cleaned as well; 

Then grumble at the buyer syne 
Afore they let it sell. 
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It's surely clear that craps this year, 

O' grain an tatties tae, 
Leave little room for discontent 

'Mong us poor sons of clay. 

(rod's guidness nane has fathomed yet, 

An' whae can understand 
The kind o' craps that we would hae 

If He withheld His hand. 
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HE nichts axe now beginnin' tae get snell, 
The air is chill an' dour throughout the day; 
The harvest fields are bare, an' dae us tell 
That a' the simmer days have gane away. 

It's waesome now tae see the leaves an' a', 
That lang hae deckit oot the wuds in green, 

Pit on sic bonnie hues afore they fa', 
Tae blaw away an' never mair be seen. 

The puir wee birdies ance sae fu' o' sang 
Nae coverin' sune will hae abune their heid. 

An' lots o' them will suffer hunger's pang. 
An' chirp amang the snaw till they are deid. 

Whate'er we see in nature tells us plain 

That simmer has gien place tae autumn's view, 

An' that cauld winter s on the road again, 
His reign o' death an' bleakness tae renew. 

It's just the way wi' human nature tae: 

The spring reminds us o' our youthfii' years, 

The summer tells o' manhood's riper day. 
An' autumn in oor een like age appears. 
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The withered aspect o' what used tae bloom 
Speaks o' the time, in sad an' gentle mein, 

When we will a' be laid within the tomb, 
Nae mair tae look upon earth's bonnie scene. 

The spring will come, an' a' the little buds 
Will open an' enrich baith hill an' plain; 

An' summer wi' its leaves will deck the wuds 
When a' the wintry blasts awa are gane. 

An' though we He and crumble in the dust, 
We'll hear the hinmost trumpet on us ca'. 

An' ha* a happy spring if we dae trust 
On Him that died tae firee us firae the law. 
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HE simmer days are nearly gane, 
The winter 's comin' fast ; 
Wi' Frosty Jock an' Jenny Snaw, 
An' mony a stormy blast 

We're sweer tae pairt wi' a' tlie siclits 
That God in nature sen's — 

The simmer flowers, an' music sweet 
O' birds adoon the glens. 

The yellow com is gathered in 
Frae howm an' sunny brae, 

Tae see the fields a' stannin* bare 
It often makes me wae, 

An' soon the trees will a' be shorn, 
The leaves will blaw away ; 

A' helter, skelter, never mair 
Tae make the country gay. 

But Jenny Snaw, aye trig an' braw. 
Will come an' speak us fair. 

An' beautify without a flaw 
The trees a' cauld an' bare. 
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A bonnie leddie Jenny is, 

She 's dressed in white sae licht ; 

She brings the laddies lots o' ba's, 
An' makes things a' sae bricht. 

She has her fauts, for Jock an' she 
Sometimes behave ill-faured ; 

Wi' feathery flakes she fills the roads, 
An' Jock aye makes them hard. 

The twaesome ha'e been kenned to be 

In mony a wicked plot ; 
An' yet for a' the ill they've dune, 

They dinna care a groat. 

Jock nips aa' bites wi' a' his micht. 

An' freezes a' things sair ; 
An' Jenny oft makes heavy fa's. 

An' smoors folk here an' there. 

« 

Nae pity ha'e they for the puir. 
Or folks that's badly clad ; 

They winna let the wark gang on. 
They ser' us unco bad. 

I 'm sure that Jock prefers the rich, 

He pleases them sae nice ; 
For skating, curling, and the like^ 

He makes aye plenty ice. 
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But Jock and Jenny take the hint 
When nature bids them gang, 

The birds an' lambs begin to sport. 
An' syne they stay na lang. 

An' though they kick up cantrups whiles. 
They've lots o' guid bits tae ; 

They're sent to bless by Him abune, 
That naething ill can dae. 
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AULD winter, wi' yer frost an' snaw, 
Ye seem to make an awfu* blaw ; 
Ye're surely gaun ayont yer boons, 
An' mean to starve us sinfu' loons. 

Ye landit on us sune last year, 
An' aye sin' syne ye've no been sweer 
To treat the poor folk a' wi' scorn 
An' make them gang aboot forlorn. 

When ye in white deed a' the hills, 
An' a' the trees wi' bonnie frills. 
Our hairts they loup as we admire 
The height o' grandeur ye aspire. 

But, oh, it makes us sair to think 
That at the ills o^ life ye wink ; 
That sympathy ye dinna ken 
For idle, starving working men. 

We a' expeckit the new mune 
Wad pit ye in a milder tune ; 
But, oh ! it's been an awfu' haver. 
To tease us yet is your endeavour. 
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I'm sure the birds wad a' be bricht, 
An' a' tbe flowers wad come in sicht, 
The leaves wad make a grand display, 
If ye wad bid us a' guid day. 

The lambs wad loup an' dance wi' glee, 
An' a' the earth wad joyfu' be ; • 
The piiir wad a' be richt content. 
An' no the ills ye've done resent. 

An' if we live to see again 
The time when ye come back to reign. 
We'll watch ye comin' ower the hills 
In white wi' a' yer bonnie frills. 
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(EhmtmaB. 

HKISTMAS, thy yearly caU 
Gratitude demands from all, 
From thy dawn a light hath shone 
Down the ages that are gone. 

Jesus, Saviour, on that morn 
In a lowly state was bom. 
Heralded with joyful song 
By the great Angelic throng. 

• 

Bethlehem's plains, with heavenly light, 
Shone resplendent on that night. 
Heaven to the Shepherds sent 
Tidings of the great event. 

God above, for man below, 
Did His Son a gift bestow ; 
Unto Him be glory given. 
Was the Seraphs' song in Heaven. 

While we view the wondrous love 
Of Jehovah, God above, 
Let us hail the gladsome day, 
Let us sing the Angelic lay. 



lie 
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God and man was reconciled 
Through His well beloved child, 
Who has brought redemption in 
To save us from our common sin. 
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Wxt ^Parting Jt^r* 

OW that the year o' eighty yin 
Is drawing tae its close. 
It seems sae short sin' it began 
Wi' a' its joys and woes. 

We mind fuVeel when faiiy spring 
Came here wi' opening flowers, 

An' how the biixiies a' did sing 
'Mong simmer's leafy bowers. 

The autumn tae wi' bounties clad 
For man and beast tae share, 

Wi' passing grandeur quickly fled, 
An' left the fields a' bare. 

An' mony o' our freens are gane 
Away frae 'mong us here. 

That steppit wi' us unca fain 
In tae the present year. 

Decay has been decreed on a' 
Things that are 'neath the sky. 

An' eighty yin will gang awa 
Like a' the years gane by. 
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Adieu tae a' tlie pleasures sent, 

An' a' the trials gien, 
Sin' first the sun this year did glent 

Upon Earth's changing scene. 



If we are spared in life tae hail 
The dawn o' eighty twae, 

May a' that happens never fail 
Tae sweeten life's short day. 
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* 

®0b'B ®00bnej5j5 in ^^atnre. 

H, what a beautifiil world, 
Grandeur in all that we see, 
Summer her scenes hath unfiirled, 
Making all gladsome and free. 

Beautiful meadow and fell, 
Beautiful forest and glen. 
Flowers in their gaiety tell 
In silence of summer again. 

Birds with their melody sweet 
Pour out their beautiful lays, 
Making each shaded retreat 
Sacred with innocent praise. 

Blossom on tree and on thorn 
Spreading its fragrance around. 
Nature doth kindly adorn. 
Earth with its blessings are crowned. 

Gratefiilly let our hearts rise 
To Grod of all Nature above, 
For all the abundant supplies 
Given us here in His love. 
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May all that He richly hath given, 
Be means of uniting in one 
Our hearts unto Jesus in Heaven, 
Who for us redemption hath won. 




1 
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%\it l^ate ^komaB John 5tttm, ^%% 

HENE'ER we see this marble stone, 
^' It minds us of a friend that's gone, 

Whose memory we revere ; 
A kindly word he had for all, 
And warm thoughts we can recall 

Of him whose dust is here. 

In every eflFort he was found 

To spread the gospel news around 

Where ignorance doth dwell, 
That heathen nations all might see 
The light of Truth, which maketh free, 

And darkness doth dispel. 

The village children, close at hand. 
Remember him who used to stand, 

And with them often plead 
To send the girls and the boys, 
Who never heard of heaven's joys, 

The Book of God to read. 
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A friend he was of whom we say 
l^at many here and far away 

Amongst the world's throng, 
Look back upon their time of youth, 
And think of all his words of truth 

Which helped them along. 

From all that here below would bind. 
He has to God his soul resigned — 

His work on earth is o'er. 
And all like him to Jesus true, 
His friendship will at last renew 

On heaven's blissful shore. 
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.REENSIDE Cottage— quiet, neat; 
Long to me a perfect treat 
To see the kindly faces there, 
Be greeted by the worthy pair. 

Rich and poor a welcome got 
To the clean and homely cot ; 
Christian graces true and high 
All could in Miss K. descry. 

Always glad to see the right 
Conquer in the world's fight. 
Mildly checking what was wrong 
As in life she moved along. 

For the poor her bosom burned, 
None in poverty were spumed ; 
Young and old, oppressed and grieved, 
In her cottage wexe relieved. 

When the winter storm or rain 
Made the beggars sore complain, 
If to Greenside they were nigh, 
Sure of help they all did hie. 
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Katie gracefully displayed 
Zeal in duties as the maid ; 
Sympathised in every case, 
Hty glowing in her face. 

Oh ! how changed is the spot : 
Death, the robber of our lot, 
Took Miss K., and left to mourn 
Those that loved her, sad forlorn. 

Though her presence sore is missed, 
No doubt she's among the blest. 
Living in the mansions grand 
Of the bright and happy land. 
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>i|fN memory I see her yet 

Within the theekit cottage sit, 
As eidently she used to knit 
In cheerie mood, my Auntie Nan. 

I used ta;e think it was a boon 
Tae leave the bustle o' the toon, 
Aside the fire tae sit doon. 
An' hear the cracks o' Auntie Nan. 

Intae my hand she used to lay 
The taddy box, as she wad say. 
The kettle's boilin', ye maun stay, 
An' hae yer tea wi' Auntie Nan. 

Our Tammas he is on the green, 
Amang the bowlers playin' keen, 
Where he sae often may be seen, 
When no beside yer Auntie Nan. 

And then when she began tae name 
Lessuden as her early hame. 
The bygane scenes aye ready came 
Afore the mind o' Auntie Nan. 
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Of grandfaither, the tylor slee, 
How he could make the shewin' pay, 
An' a' the wonders he could dae 
I laimt it frae my Auntie Nan. 

He used to sit upon the board 
As crouse as ony tylor lord, 
When a' aboot him lay an' snored, 
I heard it frae my Auntie Nan. 

Aye Sandie Langsteeks was a treat ; 
Ere nine o'clock a suit complete 
He made tae fit the laddie neat 
For Boswells Fair wi' Auntie Nan. 

Now, sin' she's gane like a' the rest, 
I often am wi' grief opprest ; 
For a' the news I likit best. 
Cam' ready aye frae Auntie Nan. 

Her cheerie face nae mair we'll see 
Where she sae canty used tae be ; 
But mony ane as weel as me 
Will lang hae mind o' Auntie Nan. 
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ELLIE'S waftit ower the sea, 
fj3S) Far away frae a' 
Them that she was happy wi' 
Speechifyin' owei^the tea, 
Laughin' weel an' a*. 

Nellie staid aside the bum. 

In a humble mien. 
Often did a handy turn 
For a neebor wha did mourn. 

That was easy seen. 

At her post she was expert 

Pangin' off the bread, 
Tae the public aye sae smart 
Wi' a joke tae keep their heart 

Up, was aye her creed. 

While she did amuse the weans. 

And the big folk tae, 
She wad aye be takin' pains, 
Tae increase the maister's gains 

In an honest way. 
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A' the bakers likit Nell 

For her winsome ways^ 
And although I say't mysel', 
She was never kent tae tell 
Trifles a' her days. 

Weel I mind when Nellie trod 

Waefu' tae the train 
That conveyed her on her road 
Tae the ship t^at sailed abroad, 
How it gied us pain ! 

Aye sin' syne we fain wad see 

Her come back tae dwell 
Wi' us, as she used tae be, 
Rather than across the sea. 
She was aye sae fell. 
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EPHEW, friend thou art in truth, 
With the buoyancy of youth, 
With the hope within thy brain, 
Higher up in life to gain. 

Leaving home and all its joy, 
That so oft the mind employ — 
Parents, friends, and all so dear. 
For a foreign land to steer. 

May the God who rules the seas 
Temper every stormy breeze ; 
Carry you in comfort o'er 
Safely to your destined shore. 

There may He a home provide. 
Give you wisdom as your guide ; 
Prosper you in every way. 
Be Himself your only stay ; 

That you may a blessing be 
Unto men across the sea. 
And in Afric's distant land 
Lend to them a helping hand. 
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May the friends whom you did leave 
All be spared to receive 
You in happy, loving ways,. 
Back to scenes of early days. 
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^atiCB f Wit |j0b9e. 

I'YE mind o' Nancy i' the Lodge, 

Where lang we had for milk tae trudge, 
As sune as ever we did rise, 
For it was countit aye a prize. 

In Gowdie's Lodge aside the road. 
There Nancy keepit a' thing snod. 
The butter cans were nice and clean. 
The milk plates bonnie tae be seen. 

As Pat in harvest trampit bye. 
An' Nancy's open door wad spy, 
Wi' sma' reluctance he gaed in, 
An aye was panged wi' little din. 

Great credit she had o' the place, 
The kye an' a' the feathered race. 
For ony ane could see that a' 
The onstead was aboot tae fa'. 

It's lang sin' Nancy gaed fae here, 
We hope in tae a better sphere ; 
Her whole effects away hae gane, 
An o' the Lodge there's no* a stane. 
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Among the dreams I hae o' youth, 
I see her image aye sae couth, 
Roun* i' the byre at her post. 
Or seekin' turkeys that were lost 

I ken them gaun aboot the toon 

That mind fu' weel aboot the boon 

0' hae*n Nancy at the Lodge, 

Where they for milk had lang tae trudge. 
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Jf ONE away ! no more we see 
The face of him who used to be 

So cheerful in his mien. 
As he his duty did fulfil 
With carefulness and ready will 

From morning on till e'en. 

No more in sadness we will view 
His wasted frame and fading hue 

Portraying unto all — 
What havoc death, the common foe, 
Was making ere he gave the blow 

Which made his victim fall. 

Gone away in manhood's prime 
From the fleeting things of time, 

From the world's joy. 
From its friendship and its strife, 
And the fickle ways of life 

That so oft annoy. 



\ 
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Tboagh we moain now for him, 
God above who rules sapreme. 

At His own behest. 
Taken has oar friend awav 
In the yeiy time and wa v 

That He sees is best 

Doubtless, he has gone to share 
World's bright beyond compare 

Lasting too, and free 
From the troubles that attend 
Human nature to the end 

Of life's stormy sea. 
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ANNIE'S left, an' oh, we miss her 
Sairly in the west town-end ; 
Her auld hoose is now fii' drearie, 
Nae attraction does it lend. 

There within it's wa s contentit, 
Nannie stayed for mony a year ; 

Kind tae a' that her frequentit, 
Tryin' aye their hearts to cheer. 

Few were ever mair respeckit ^ 

Wi' the folk that she did lea'; 

Nannie spak her mind and checkit 
A' the ill that she could see. 

Country schule anes cam tae Nannie, 
Left their buiks and gaed to play ; 

They were treated aye sae cannie. 
Every ane was sure tae say. 

Often when the frost was bitin'. 
And the snaw was blawin' sair, 

Nannie's voice was heard invitin' 
Travellers tae her hamely fare. 
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Oh, the auld hoose looks sae eerie, 
Nannie's absence makes it queer. 

In the winter 'twill be dreary 
No tae hae her dainty cheer. 
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OW many are in childhood left 
About the world to roam, 
And live alone as best they can 
Without an earthly home ! 

With brothers and with sisters once 
They fondly loved to play. 

Whose happy faces now are gone 
As wanderers fax away. 

A father's and a mother's love 
Their infant years beguiled, "* 

Oh, sad to be so early left 
A lonely orphan child ! 

To enter on a life wherein 
Great issues are at stake, 

Without a parent's counsel when 
They would it gladly take. 

Then does the Comforter to such 
Sweetly the truth declare, 

That orphans have in every age 
Been God s peculiar care. 
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Thougfa they may seem to man alone. 

The eye of Cuth can see 
A mighty Father goide their hark 

In safety through life's 



In loYp he tempers to the lamhs 
The rough winds in their rage. 

And wondrously he leads his own 
In childhood, youth, and aga 

What promises in Holy Writ 
For orphans, lone and poor ! 

Who trust in Gknl, Hell take them to 
His home for evermore. 

Each father and each mother dear, 

Believing in His love. 
Will meet their orphan children there 

And dwell with them above. 
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E hae oor Davie here na mair, 
^icil, An' we are sorry that his share 

0' life has been sae wee ; 
But then we ken the angels cam'. 
They took awa' the prattlin' lamb, 

Wi' Jesus aye tae be. 

He used tae be the household toy 
That filled his mither's heart wi joy 

Aboot the fireside ; 
An' there he crawed awa' sae bricht. 
When faither cam' within his sicht. 

Awhile wi' him tae 'bide. 

Wi' joyous glee I whiles hae seen 
Wee Davie at the window peen. 

But now it is sae sad 
Tae think his blythe an' bonnie face 
Is gaen awa fra off the place 

Where he was aye sae glad. 
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Twa days wi* patience Davie lay 
In suflferin' ere he gaed away 

Frae neth the simmer sky ; 
An' then below the sod in June 
They laid his wee bit formie doon, 

In quietness tae lie. 

But oh, we ken the darlin's free, 
An' gane abune for aye tae be. 

For Jesus said Himsel' 
Tae a' the folk when He was here. 
That bairnies aye tae Him were dear, 

An' should in Heaven dwell. 
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HILE Jesus trod this vale of tears, 
ciciA He did compassion show 
To all who were opprest with fears 
And sunk in sin and woe. 

His life was spent in doing good, 

He healed in every place ; 
He gave the hungry people food, 

And spread abroad His grace. 

He told the listening crowds to lay 

Up treasures safe above, 
Where moth and rust would ne'er decay, 

And thieves could not remove. 

Rich treasure may be gathered here 

Without unending strife, 
A word or look may dry a tear 

In journeying through life. 

A cup of water in the name 

Of a disciple given. 
To cool a brother's fevered frame, 

Is registered in Heaven. 
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The heart that opens at the call 
Of those opprest that be, 

To them the Lord will say on high, 
Ye did it unto Me. 

All earthly treasures trouble give. 
And we must leave them fast. 

But treasure hid with God will live 
While endless ages last. 
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%\it §abbath. 

E ought to love the Sabbath, 
cici^ We need its blessed rest, 
Of all the days in seven 
It surely is the best. 

It brings relief from labour, 

And over anxious care ; 
It leads our minds aye upward 

From all that would impair. 

The Sabbath brings us freedom 
From toil, a respite lends 

When men our lives would burden 
For their own selfish ends. 

The Sabbath is a fountain 

From which the mind is stored 

With strength to face temptation, 
And truly serve the Lord. 

A day of homely greeting 
To calm the tempest driven, 

A gathering of the family, 
A sweet foretaste of Heaven. 
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A favoured land is Scotland 
Above all lands, we find 

Her Bibles and her Sabbaths 
With freedom are entwined. 

O let us prize our Sabbaths, 
And pray that they may last 

In Scotland ever sacred. 
As theyVe been in the past. 

Let no lethargic feelings 
Be found within our breast. 

When dangers looming over 
Our only day of Rest. 

reverence still the Sabbath, 
Let working men all band 

To keep it as a treasure. 
Belonging to our land. 
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IGHTY God ! beyond the skies 
'Ji^4 Let my inmost thoughts arise ; 
Make me think of Thee alone, 
Seated on the highest throne. 

May I hear the glad new song — 
See by faith the ransomed throng, 
Who, from every age and land. 
Gathered' in one glorious band. 

Sing of thy redeeming love, 
In their home of bliss above, 
Where the theme will ever be 
Gratitude for grace so free. 

Lord, from thoughts of such a scene. 
Let me on Thy bosom lean ; 
Tried and tempted may I stand, 
Guided by Thy mighty hand. 

I would look to Thee for aid. 
Through the rich provision made ; 
All along, through life's pathway. 
Never leave me lest I stray. 
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When the toils of life are o'er. 
Lead me to the happy shore, 
Through the portals, near the throne. 
Thee to praise and Thee alone. 
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(^ OR some time back^ a' roun' an' roun', 
In mony a little country toun 
Throughout our Border lands, 
Petitions have been freely signed 
By rich an' puir, a* in ae mind, 

And put in Elliot's hands. 

Tae show the men that make our laws, 
That we in Scotland see nae cause 

For makin' new, intrusions 
Upon the Sabbath Day, wherein 
There's far ower muckle open sin 

Without their " Art " delusions. 

A common sicht it is tae see 
Upon the day that aye should be 

A rest for ane an' a'. 
The railway traffic gaun ahead. 
The servants working hard indeed. 

Contrary to the law. 
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I think that museums and art, 
Shown on the Sabbath would impart 

A wide-spread inclination 
Tae hae resorts o' every kind, 
Which wadna elevate the mind. 

But lower us in station. 

In Scotland we all sympathise 
Wi' nations still without the prize 

0' a sweet day o* rest, 
Bequeathed in love by Him on high. 
An' liket aye in times gane by 

Wi* Scotsmen as the best. 

We maun, like them, take care o't still ; 
We a' should have a chance to fill 

A national petition 
Against what some would introduce. 
And show the members o' the House 

That we Ve ta en our position. 
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ON THE OVERFLOW OF THE TWEED, CAUSED 
BY THE SNOW IN MARCH, 1881. 



T was an awfu' nicht indeed 

When Jenny Snaw took't i' her held 
Tae gang and leave the hills and howes, 
An drook the country side wi' thowes. 

She left her hame no weel content, 
An* was on mischief fairly bent, 
Doon ilka brae she ran wi' speed, 
Tae ance she joined wi' bonnie Tweed. 

An* sic a fluster she made there, 
She was na braw an' white nae mair. 
But fearfii' like she was an' big. 
For man she didna care a fig. 

They say its forty years an' mair 
Sin' she had sic a flittin there, 
Sin' she sae wild an' campy got, 
An' made sic a tremendous plot. 
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Tae gang an' join wi' bonnie T^eed, 

An' devastation try tae breed, 

Tae be sae cruel and severe 

As mak folk leave their hames in fear. 

Her mischief was the cause o't a', 
She didna want tae keep the law ; 
Her awfu* strides made us tae ken 
She didna care ava for men. 

She lookit like as she was game, 
An' neither lazy was nor lame, 
But ran wi' lots o' guids an' ware, 
Determined for tae hae her share. 

The rich will sune make up their loss. 
The puir get wark an' no be cross ; 
The ills she's dune tae road an' brig 
Will a' be mendit an' made trig. 

Miss Spring will no forget the law. 
She says she'll sune make up for't a', 
Where Jenny Snaw made a' sae bare 
She'll beautify an' make it fair. 
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S we pass along the street, 
Many people whom we meet, 
With emotion do us greet 
On the term day. 

Men and maidens onward ply, 
Some of them with spirits high, 
Others parting with a sigh 
On the term day. 

Hoping all a place to find. 
With the requisites combined 
That will satisfy the mind. 
On the term day. 

Jeanie trips along with glee. 
Now she is from labour free. 
And her lover soon will see 
On the term day. 

She is Uving in the hope 
Soon a servant's life to drop. 
And with married folks to cope 
On the term day. 
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Andrew, too, in fustian clad. 
Hurries home and is so glad. 
All his wages out to spread 
On the term day. 

Thoughtfully we muse upon 
All the faces that are gone 
From the places where they shone 
On the term day. 

They have got a short respite 
From the world's toil and fight. 
And with friends again unite 
On the term day. 

All the scattered members sit. 
Stories new and old they get. 
Closer all their hearts are knit 
On the term day. 
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'M weel acquaint wi' Jamie Fry, 
An' ken the very place out bye 
Where he upon the grun' did spy 
A walkin' stick. 

It had a silver-mounted heid, 
An' Jamie took it up wi' speed, 
Although he kenned he didna need 
A walkin' stick. 

An' as the laddie daunder'd hame, 
He wonder'd what wad be the name 
Of him that honestly could claim 
The bonnie stick. 

He took the treasure up the stair, 
For Tam an' a' the rest were there, 
An' said as ance it was a rare 
Quid walkin'^stick. 

Neist day the folk had little doubt 
But that a gentleman about 
The Hydropathic had been out 
An' lost his stick. 
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The papers showed that they were richt, 
An' tho' it was a stormy nicht, 
Tarn carriet out wi' a' his micht 
The walkin' stick. 

He had abune a mile tae gang 
Amang the rain, an' wasna lang 
Until he kenn'd wha did belang 
The fency stick. 

He hadna muckle there tae say, 
But teirt him in the plainest way 
How Jamie Fry had read that day 
Aboot his stick. 

The gentleman was proud tae ken 
That they had been sae honest men. 
An' that on sic a nicht at ten 
He brought his stick. 

He gied tae Tam ae bob, 'twas a, 
An' as he raise tae gang awa' 
Dumbfoundered, Tam cried out — "Aha, 
Ye're rather quick. 

"It tries ane's honesty gie sair 
Tae be rewardit wi' nae mair 
Than jist a bob for takin' care 
0' yer braw stick. 
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"If I had kent o' this, my freen', 
Out here this nicht I wadna been, 
An maybe ye micht ne'er hae seen 
Yer walkin' stick." 

The gentleman was fairly ta'en; 
He saw Tam sockit wi' the rain. 
An' bandit him twa bob again, 
An' cut his stick. 

I weel believe, gie Tam his due. 
He hadna ony cause tae rue 
For only sayin' what was true 
About the stick. 
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%\it g^jmrteb i^ar ml 1883. 

^^^'Bl&'E^ I for gone is Eighty-two, 
v^S From all its callings we are free, 
Its pleasures and its sorrows, too, 
And all its fnendships that we knew. 
Have given place to Eighty-three. 

Arise I for now methinks I hear. 
Ere yet we see its rising sun. 
The kindly wishes and the cheer 
Of friends, reminding us the year 
Of Eighty-three has now begun. 

Arise ! and we will raise on high 

To God a song of grateful praise. 
For life and health in years gone by. 
And all the blessings that do lie 
Around us strewn in many ways. 

Arise ! and we will ask for light 

To shine around our pathway here, 
And strength that we may do the right. 
While we pursue the world's fight, 
That this may be a good New Year. 
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Arise ! for in the past we know, 
But little comfort we have shed 

On those who sorrowful do go 

Along the path of life below 

With scanty means to make them glad. 

May Scotland rise in Eighty-three 
Still higher than she yet hath been ; 

May she from want and vice be free, 

That happier we all may be 

Than in the past which we have seen. 




168 RAMBLES ROUND 




1882. 

'OOKING back in thought to-day 
On the year that's near away, 
We would all unite and say, 

Farewell to Eighty-two. 

All the summer days have fled 
With the flowers in beauty spread ; 
Autumn, too, that made so glad 
The year of Eighty-two. 

We have happy moments seen, 
Sorrow, too, hath stalking been. 
Since the time we welcomed in 
The year of Eighty-two. 

Friends are now across the sea. 
Trying up in life to be. 
Who were here with you and me 
Beginning Eighty-two. 

Some with plenty have been crowned, 
Fortune smiling all around ; 
Others famishing are found 

For want in Eighty-two. 
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Many from this life have gone, 
Who around the hearth have shone 
Since, like us, they entered on 

The year of Eighty-two. 

Changes ever3nvhere appear, 
Still we are preserved here. 
Hoping all another year 

To see than Eighty-two. 
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jrT due respect for Jenny Snaw, 
<il)I, I fain wad see her gang awa ; 
She's dune sae muckle mischief here, 
That's juist the crack I often hear. 

She's blockit a' the country roads, 
An' made the carters wi' their loads 
Tae yoke a pair o' horse or ma'e. 
An' gang an extra mile or twae. 

The farmer that gangs tae the sale 
Wi' cattle, whiles does sair bewail 
The siller they hae got to pay 
In order for tae clear the way. 

The muckle engine wi' its train 
Maun stand as powerless as a wean. 
The folk in carriages an a' 
Are thwarted aye by Jenny Snaw. 

An' mair than that, we a' dae ken 
That lots o' honest workin' men 
Few comforts hae in life ava 
As lang as we hae Jenny Snaw. 
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There's daith aneath her bonny dress, 
For mony ane, we maiin confess, 
Has fa'n below her in the toon 
An' country sin' she did come doon. 

A herd this morning near a stile, 
Puir falla', when juist half a mile 
Frae his ain door, was gotten deid, 
Wi' Jenny's wark, as cauld as lead. 

O waes me, for my heart does fidl, 
Tae think o' a' that do bewail 
The losses they hae got this year 
Sin' she cam' doon sae heavy here. 
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^tlxQU ^ailtoaB gtatioit ®at^- 

._, BAE ilka airt the wind dis blaw 

vrjr 

\D^ We see the folk, baith sune an* late. 
Come out o' a* the trains that ca', 
An' doon the fitpath by the wa', 

Through Melrose Railway Station Gate. 

In simmer schule anes whiles arrive 
Fra Embro toon an* dae create 

An* awfii* din a.s they a' strive, 

For they are young an* a* alive, 

Tae get oot through the Station Gate. 

Great squads o* workin* men are seen, 

A* marchin' at a bonnie rate. 
Beside their wives an* baimies clean, 
Ahint the band wi* gleefu* e*en, 

As they come through the Station Gate. 

Roun* Melrose toon they take a toor. 

An something get tae stimulate 
Them for a walk tae Bowden Moor, 
An' keep them cheerie till the oor 
For gaun hame by the Station Gate. 
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Upon the green alang Tweedside 

Some o' the trip folk like a seat, 
Where they can see the water glide 
Awhile afore they gang tae bide 
Some nearer Melrose Station Gate. 

An' ithers dance upon the brae, 
For they are in a lichtsome state, 

Tae ance the driver makes a fray. 

An' whistles on them a' tae gae 

Up through the Kailway Station Gate. 

Some, sae enraptured wi' the change. 

Forget the engine canna wait, 
Our bonnie sichts their plans derange, 
An' they must feel a little strange 

As they gang through the Station Gate. 

Their neebors now are homeward bound. 
An' there they will the news relate 

About the pleasures that are found, 

An' a' the fun they had around 
The Melrose Bailway Station Gate. 
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jf E love to see the postman 
cMli^ When Christmas comes roimd, 
Then many happy greetings 
Within his bag are found. 

He carries wee bit pictures 

And verses made to cheer 
The little ones amongst us 

As they begin the year. 

He always has some tidings 
From country and from town 

For giving to the poorest 
And men of high renown. 

Miss Jane has met the postman 

And got important news 
From all her friends in London, 

Who are as rich as Jews. 

And then he has for Mary, 
Who's scrubbing at the floor, 

Some information soothing 
From one she does adore. 
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And something, too, for Sally, 
Who long has been in need, 

He carries from the lady 
Who is a friend indeed. 

Old granny, who has given 
Up hope about her Bill 

Is gladdened when the postman 
Brings news about him still. 

And though he tidings beareth 
That puts us in distress. 

We know he cannot help it, 
And love him none the less. 

Oh ! what a strange sensation 
It makes amongst us all 

When on the door his rap-tap 
Upon our ears does fell. 

Be quick and meet the postman, 
He hasn't long to wait, 

And cannot, if behind time, 
Be in a pleasant state. 

We love to see the postman. 
He always carries cheer 

To old and young amongst us 
Throughout the rolling year. 
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^h^ JftitUBter'B WSLtll 

H well I remember the summer resort, 
Which wrought on our hearts like a spell 
In youth as we gathered together in sport 
Down there by the Minister's Well. 

With pitcher in hand at times I have gone, 
And sweet was the music which fell 

From the birds overhead and the rippling tone 
Of the dam by the Minister s Well 

With others I often have sat on its brink, 
And boyish exploits we would tell, 

Refreshing ourselves with a sweet cooling drink 
From the lip of the Minister's Well. 

The maiden would hurry with vessel in hand 

To fill ere the sound of the bell — 
She knew on the table for pinner must stand 

A draught from the Minister's Well. 

Who knows but the monk and friar when here 
In the abbey, where they used to dwell, 

Would under the shade partake of the clear 
Water drawn from the Minister s Well. 
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From out of my mind the quiet retreat 

No changes in life will dispel. 
For there in our boyhood the moments were sweet 

As we played by the Minister's Well. 
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